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quarter-inch steel tubing encased in an envelope of strong rubber-
ised fabric. She was 348 feet long. Her inner hydrogen cells had a
capacity of 672,000 cubic feet of lifting gas—about one-third that of
the British R 34, which had recently crossed the Atlantic. To
accommodate the cabin, the lower keel was broken, well forward,
and the cabin was roofless and integrated with the envelope. Thus,
one in the cabin could look up into the rigging beneath the gas
cells, or could stand and see up and down the whole length of the
keel. A light duck-walk rested on the bottom tube of the keel,
and forward there was a duralumin ladder leading up to the air-
valves in the space between the envelope and the gas cells.
Power was supplied by three Maybach engines of 230 h.p. each,
two of them mounted amidships, side by side, the other aft below
the keel. Each engine was enclosed in a, nacelle in which a mechanic
could ride protected from wind. The keel normally supported
thirty fuel tanks connected with the engine nacelles by copper tubes.
All oil tanks were insulated to prevent freezing. The radio equip-
ment, specially designed by the Marconi Company, was elaborate,
both for receiving and sending. Power was supplied by an air pro-
peller outside the cabin connected by a bevel-drive to an inside
dynamo feeding a storage battery. The Norge had a normal cruis-
ing range of 3,500 miles at 50 m.p.h. She had a useful load capacity
of about eight tons.
After receiving her, Amundsen and I went back to Oslo, with
the coffee-and-rolls detour to Copenhagen I have mentioned. On
April 10 I ceremoniously accepted from U.S. Minister Swenson,
acting on behalf of our President, an American flag to be dropped
at the North Pole. On the seventeenth, at midnight, Amundsen and
I sailed from Tromso on a boat we knew well, the coal company's
supply steamer Knut Sfoaluren. This time the North Atlantic be-
haved, and we had a smooth passage. In fact, we did not even see
ice until we reached Kings Bay, where there was quite a bit of
heavy stuff jammed in against the wharf. It took the S\aduren six
or eight hours to break this out, and at three a.m., April 22, we tied
up at the dock.
It was a different Kings Bay than we had seen at the start of
our 1925 flight. Then the fjord was covered with a sheet of ice that
would have supported a steam-roller. Now there was only dimpling

